Bess  the  Gawkie. 

TO  WHICH  ARE  ADDED, 

Again  the  Wish'd  for  Festive 
Hour, 

I'M  WEEL  S  AIR'D  WI'  SPUNK; 

Clierr j-Cheek  Patty, 

Captaio  Wattle  and  Miss  Roe^ 
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BESS  THE  GAWKIEL 


Blythe  young  Bess  to  Jean  did  say, 
Will  y^  Ji^nno'  to  yon  sunny  brae, 
^here  flocks  do  feed  aotl  herds  do  sJt^f  ^ 

And  sport  a  while  wi'  Jamie. 
Ahi  na  !  lass,  Pli  no  gang  there. 
Nor  about  Jamie  tak  a  care, 
Ni^r  about  Jamie  tak  a  care, 

For  he's  ta'en  up  vvi'  Maggie, 

For  hark,  and  I  will  tell  you,  lass, 
©Id  I  not  see  young  Jamie  pass, 
Wi'  meikle  biytheness  in  his  face, 

Outo'erthe  muir  to  Maggie  : 
I  wat  he  gae  her  mony  a  kiss, 
And  Mag^rie  took  theVn  nae  amiss  ; 
*Tween  ilka  smack  pleas'd  her  wf  ttiil— 

That  Bess  was  but  a  gaw^iie. 

For  when  a  civil  kiss  I  seek, 

She  turns  her  head,  atnd  thraw  her^^i^k. 

And  for  an  hour  she'll  hardly  spealt; 

^yba'd  no  ca*  her  a  gawkie  ? 
Btit  sure  my  Maggie  has  mair  sesaa^ 
SheUl  gie  a  score  without  bffei^ce; 
Now  gie  me  ane  into  the  mense^ 

And  ye  shall  be  mj  dawtie. 

O  Jamie,  ye  hae  mony  ta'en^ 
,Bat  I  will  never  gland  tor  ane. 
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Sr  1:^-^.  When/ we  do  meet  ng'ain, 

De'er  tlr.nk  ^J^c  a  ga\v;-ue. 
Ak,  U.I  \  lass,  ihat  canna  be, 

thoughts  as  these  are  far  from  me, 
Ck'  onv  Vhal  hweet  face  that  see, 
EW  to  think  ihee  a  gawkie. 

B^t,  whisht!  nae  mair  o'  this  we'll  speaif. 
For  yonder  Jamie  docs  us  meet ; 
Instead  of  Meir,  he  kisAl  ^ae  sweet, 
I  trow,  he  likes  the  eawkie, 

0  dear  Bess,  I  lianliy  knew, 

When  I  came  by,  your  gown  sae  hlII  ■ 

1  tkink  you've  got  it  wet  wi'  dew : 
Quoth  fehe>  that's  li-  e  a  gawkie. 

It^s  wet  wi'  dew  :  and  'twill  get  rain, 
And  I'll  get  gownvs  when  it  is  gane; 
Sae  ye  may  gang  the  giite  ye  came. 

And  tell  it  to  your  dawtie. 
We  guilt  apnear'd  in  Jamie's  cheek  ; 
Me  cried,  U  cruei  maid,  but  sweet, 
If  I  should  gang  anoihei:  gate, 

I  ne'er  should  see  my  dawtie. 

The  lasses  fast  frae  him  they  flew, 
And  left  poor  Jamie  sair  lo  rue, 
That  ever  ?«!aggie's  face  he  knew, 

Or  e'er  ca'd  Be^s  a  gawkie. 
As  they  gaed  o'er  thti^nniir  they  sang, 
The  hills  and  dales  with  echo  rang. 
The  hills  and  dales  wiih  echo J^ung^ 
^he  muir  to  Maggie. 
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AG  AIM  THE  WISH^D-FOR  FESTIVE 
HOUR. 

Again  the  wish'd-for  festive  hour. 

Revolving  time  returns; 
Again  our  tribute  out  we  pour. 
Unto  the  name  of  Burns. 

Then  as  we  quaff  the  cheering  gla^?. 

In  hampers  flowing  high. 
His  deathless  fame  let  us  proclaim, 
And  drain  the  goblet  dry. 
Each  manly  virtue  which  alone, 

The  human  breast  adorns, 
Combined  ?vith  beaming  lu^jtre  stion^, 
Within  the  breast  of  Burns. 
Then  as  we  quaff,  &c. 
The  man  to  hend  at  Fortune's  shrine, 

For  Fortune's  favour  scorns, 
While  Independence  rules  his  mind, 
A  brother  had-  in  Burns. 
Then  as  we  quaff,  &c. 
To  act  the  selfish  hireling's  find, 
His  free-born  bosom  spurn'd  ; 
The  patriot  true,  his  country's  friend, 
Reveres  the  name  of  Burns. 
Then  as  we  quaffi  &c. 
Asnd  he,  who  with  a  heart  sincere, 

A  brother's  sorrow  mourns, 
Will  drop  a  sympathetic  tear, 
Upon  the  grave  of  Burns. 
Then  let  us  quaff,  &c. 
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So  while  ^uld  Nature's  laws  prevail, 
Tiie  earth  on  her  axis  turns, 

Mfay  Scoiia's  sons  with  rapture  bail, 
The  natal  day  of  Burns. 
"Hien  let  us  quaff,  &c. 


PM  W££L  SAIR'D  Wr  SPUNK. 

['m  wee!  sair'd  wi ■  spunk,  and  Pm  braid,  an^  I'm 
brawny^ 

•  I'll  dare  the  warst  blast  that  rowars  over  yon  kw, 
A.nd  I  hope  to  fee  gray  hairs  to  set  me  down  cans} , 

And  crack  o'er  my  fummer,  and  winter,  and  a% 
Leeze  me  on  eild  !  it's  sae  canty  and  hearty, 

To  fee  the  auld  caJHs  wi'  bor^nets  gae  gran'  ; 
How  they'll  joke  wi'  the  daftest,  and  kugh  wi'  the 
loudest,  (pap* 

While  the  fire  lights  their  eyes,  like  a  flash  in  the 

rhere's  Mungo  M'Farlane,  the  laird  o'  Drurogarlin, 

A  biray  aiild  hero  o^  fourscore  and  five, 
But  he'll  wield  his  lang  arm,  and  fte'll  knock  down 
his  story, 

And  keep  his  ain  grun'  wi^  the  gl^ggest  alive. 
rhere'sMichael  the  fodgcr,  wha  fought  wi'  the  rebel* 

And  lost  his  best  leg  just  a  w^e  or  they  ran  ; 
But  he  has  ane  o'  wud,  and  he  gars  it  play  thud. 

And  whare  there*s  a  ^tour  Michael's  aye  in  the  rap. 

rhere*8  aald  Davie  Currie,  and  Laurie  his  cousin, 

They  have  fjeen  better  days,  and  had  siller  and  kar; 
Bnt  they'reaff-hand  and  jolly,  and  wisdom  and  honoiir, 
nobly  are  trac'd  on  their  foreheads  sae  bare. 
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M^c's  t*ye  M'Fatla^ne  !  here^s  t'ye  mv  beroes, 
The  wale  o'  {he  kintra.  weel  wardie  a  -  can  / 

Ye*r€  the  relics  ar^d  proofs  o'  our  au'd  Scoin\h  natroj^;. 
01  the  crony  o'  cronies,  a  cracky  auld  rnan; 


C  H E  R  RY . CH  £ E K  PA  T  r Y 

Iv^aivn  In  yon  village  I  h*ve  so  snug. 
Til e y     1 1  f n c  iVi ] es  t f i e  p ] o  w  m a o ' s  b o y  ; 
Tliroiigh woods  ard  o'er  stifes^as  I  trudge  many  mtkr, 
I  whistle,  i  whistle,  and  whoops        '.voo.  lerry. 
I^y  work  being  done  to  the  lawnlherc  i  fly, 
Whiire  the  hds  at  ti»e  lasses  all  look^very  sly  ; 
And  Tzc  deeply  in  1  ive  with  a  girl  it  it  tru^^, 
And  [  know  what  I  know.  But  1  nnauna  tcU  you  : 
B«it  I '11  wi^istle,  rii  whibtle,  for  of  all  the  girls  1  cvm 
-  did  see, 

O  chcrrycstck  Patty  for  me.  i 

'Stioxigli  the  ?qulre  80  great,  so,  happy  mayn't  bci 
As  poor  simple  Giles  the  ph^wman^s  boy  ; 

matterct  of  state  ever  addle  my  pftt'-s 
Buti'il  whistle,  1*11  whisi!e,andvv hoop  gre  vv  o, Jerry, 
Nov/  cherry  cheek  Falty  she  liveo  in  a  v.ilc:, 
Whom  I  help  d  o'er  the  sti'e  with  her  mj iking  p^iU; 
And  Patty  has  a  like  notion  of  me  m  is  tru:/ 
Aod"  I  know  what  I  know,  but  1  maun  a  r;  il  you  f 
But  IMl  whistle,  &c. 

1  'sc  able  "A  nd  st ro ng ,  a  n  d  w  i I '  ♦  g  to  w  o  s  k , 
And  wlven  the  lark  n^es  off  trudgrs  I  ; 
T!ie  cows  up  I  call,  and  harnefv;  old  Ball, 
1  whistle,  1  uhistle,  and  vv hoop,  gtt  woo,  jerry* . 
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Then  i'se  nfty  good  shillings  rny  liuk  has  been  smli,, 
Ane^a  la  J'b  not  to  be  grinn'd  at,th i  t'r^got >  f  y 
iAnd  whrn  that         married  to  P^tr^^,  fj  true,  • 
vvhn  1  knojs^,  but  I  ruauna  tzl\  you. 
But  i  ll  whistle,  ^%c. 

C-i?rAIM  WATTLE  AND  MiSS  ROE. 

Did  yoil  eVff  he^r  of  Caprain  Wattle, 

He  was  all  for  love  and  a  little  for  the  hot  lie, 

We  know  not,  thoagh  paiiu  we  have  ta'cn  to  inquW, 

If  ganpowder  he  invented^  or  th z  Thaaies  s.^t  on  (ire, 

if  to  him  'Aras  the  centre  of  grant  v  k  io /vn, 

The  lon^vcude,  or^Me  phliof^opher's  ocghc, 

Or  whether  he  studi*=d  froai  Bacon  or  Boyle, 

Copernicus,  Lockcv  Katerklto,  or  Hoile  ; 

Bat  this  we  have  learnt  with  great 'lahonr  and  poilrj. 

That  he  lcv*d  Mlss'iloe,  zud.  she  lo';^d  hita  agA>a. 

Than  s^^eet  Mifa  Roe  none  .e'er  looked  fiercer  ;,- 
She  hadliat  one  eye,  b.ut  tb^t  v^as  a  piercer^ 
We  know  not,  for  certainty  her  education, 
If  she  wfQte,  mended  stockirsga,  cr  itukd  the  a^tfe», 
At  cards  if  she  liked  .M^hiit,  aod  fwabbcfs  or  vaLvJ, 
Or  at  dinaeriov'd^pig,  ;or  a  (leak  on  th;":  coals. 
Whether,  most  ©f  the  ,St?ppho  shc  \!'«3  m  ThakeK^U, 
Or  if  dancing  was  taught  herbj  Hopkins^  or  Vcstrit^ 
But  for  yK^uf  facisf<iction,  this  good  news  we  obtab, 
That  she  lov'd'Captaia  Wattle^  atid  he  lov' d  her  ag^i^. 

When  wedded, he  becnme  lard  atid  m.f,r^ei  depend  a^'t 
He  had  but  one  leg,  but  heVt  iii  foot  at  th.?  end  ^i-f'i, 
Which  of  government  whi-it  she  weuld  Ufa  hal.l  iks 
bridle, 

He  took  special  c-antioa  .  %imiid  mfcv  Ik  idle. 
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So,  like  most  married  folks,  'twas  my  plague  and 
chicken, 

And  sometimes  a  kissing,  and  sometimes  a  kick' 
I'ken  for  comfort  a  cordial  she'd  now  and  then 
Alternately  bunging  or  piping  her  eye; 
And  these  facts  of  this  couple  the  hisi'ry  contai 
For  when  he  kiek'd  Mifs  Roe,  she  klckM  him  ag 


DEAR  IS  MY  NATIVE  VALE. 

Dear  is  my  little  native  vale, 

The  ring-dove  builds  and  warbles  there  ; 
Oose  by  my  cot  she  tells  her  tale, 

To  cv'ry  passing  villager  :? 
The  squirrel  leaps  from  tree  to  tree, 
And  shells  his  nuts  at  liberty* 

la  orange^roves,  or  myrtle  bow'rs, 
That  breath  a  gale  of  fragrance  round, 

I  diarm  the  fairy-footed  hours, 

With  my  lov'd  lute's  romantic  sound  : 

®f  crowns  of  living  laurels  weave, 

For  those  who  win  the  race  at  eve. 

The  shepherd's  horn  at  break  of  day, 
The  ballet  danc'd  in  twilight  glade, 

The  canzonet  and  roundelay, 

Sung  in  the  silent  green- wood  shade : 

These  simple  joys  that  never  fail, 

S!iall  bind  me  to  my  native  vale, 


FINIS. 


